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as all the supers^ In the hollow of his hand, and at
the same time gave them all advice^ or Illustrated
what he wanted of them.

" Yoiij the big womans the cake-seller^ Madame
Ravaud^ haven't you ever heard the women calling
in the Champs-Elysees : c Eat your fill, ladies !
This way for a treat! * It is sung. Just learn the
tune by to-morrow* And you3 drummer-boy, just
give me your drum ; I'm going to teach you how
to beat the roll, confound it! Fagette, my childj
what the mischief are you doing at a ball given by
the Minister of Police, if you haven't any stockings
with golden clocks ? Take off those knitted woollen
stockings immediately* This is the very last play
that 1 shall produce In this theatre. Where is the
colonel of the roth cohort ? So it's you ? Well
then, my friend, your soldiers march past like so
many pigs* Madame Marie-Claire^ come forward
a little, so that 1 may teach you how to curtsy*"

He had a hundred eyes^ a hundred mouths,
and arms and legs everywhere*

In the house^ Roxnilly was shaking hands with
Monsieur Gombaut^ of the Academy of Moral
Sciences^ who had dropped In as a neighbour*

" You may say what you will, Monsieur Gora-
baut, it Is perhaps not accurate as far as facts are
concerned, but it's drama/'

<c Malet's conspiracy," replied Monsieur Gora-